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Song is ‘Miss You' by The Rolling Stones; | also don't own it. 


He was in the audience, watching him. There were others onstage, but David couldn't care less about them. 
They were simply background noise. His eyes were glued to Mick, following his every move. Every hip swish. 


Every jump. Every little dance move. Every word he sang. 


Ive been holding out so long, 
Ive been sleepin all alone. 


Lord, | miss you. 


Words for him, David was sure of it. He was seated in the front row, mere feet away from his secret lover. 
It'd take next to no effort to hop onstage and tell the entirety of the stadium to lay off his boyfriend. Mick 


was his, after all. 


Ive been hanging on the phone, 
Ive been sleeping all alone. 
/ want to kiss you 


Me, too. David thought, biting his lip. 


It was rare that they ever had time to spend together. Constant touring was hell, and all they could do was 


call each other constantly. 


Well, ve been haunted in my sleep, 
you've been staring in my dreams. 
Lord, | miss you. 


Mick was scanning the audience, searching for the beautiful mismatched eyes of his boyfriend. This song had 
been written for him. He had hoped that David would hear it on the radio, just as a reminder that he was 


always waiting for him. 


Ive been waiting in the hall 

been waiting on your call 

when the phone rings 

Its just some friends of mine that say, Hey, what's the matter man? 
Were gonna come around at twelve 

with some Puerto Rican girls that are just dyin' fo meet you 

Were gonna bring a case of wine. 

Hey, lets go mess and fool around 


you know, like we used to’ 


Mick had never shed his reputation as a womanizer. The entire new album was named after his ‘hobby’. At one 
point in time, it had been accurate, but since he had met David a few years back, women weren't interesting 
anymore. They all dressed the same, acted the same, smelled the same. Essentially, they were the same 
person, but acted completely offended if he treated them so. David was just one person, but he changed all the 
time. The media called him a chameleon, but to Mick, he was just his David. 


Ive been walking Central Park, 
singing after dark. 

People think Im crazy. 

Ive been stumbling on my feet 
Shuffling through the street. 


People ask me, ‘What's the matter with you boy? 


David started shuffling slowly towards the backstage entrance. The concert ended soon, and he needed to be 
waiting. If Mick had seen him, he'd be waiting, too. At the backstage door, David turned to catch another 
glimpse of his boo. 


Sometimes, | want to say to myself. 
Sometimes, | say. 


HHH 


The Rolling Stone's dressing room. David had only been inside once or twice, and it hadn't changed. Mirrors lined 


the walls, booze and cigarettes littered the giant table. The perfect room for rock stars. 


David was seated in the corner of the room, flipping through the haphazardly laid out magazines. Nothing really 
worth reading in them; it was just endless photos of pretty ladies. David didn't mind looking through the 
magazines, but he was baffled as to why anyone would spend money on them. A decent way to wait for 


someone, but it seemed pointless and futile to spend hours looking at them. 


Voices could be heard outside the door, and David put down the magazine, preparing to see his boyfriend up 
close after months apart. The door started to open, and a smile creeped onto David's face. A flood of people 
entered the room, all chattering and laughing. Male and female, some members of the band, some management, 


but the girls all seemed to be there solely to entertain the band. 


David scanned the room, looking for the face of his lover, but saw nothing. There were still people filing in, 
making the room uncomfortably crowded. He was surrounded by people on a day-to-day basis, but even this 


was extensive. 


Mick was on the other side of the room, circulating around the seemingly endless girls, looking for the bright 
blonde hair that topped his boyfriend. There were high-pitched voice calling his name everywhere, hands 
grabbing at his arms, girls introducing themselves. It all meant nothing. Loud silence, it could be called. Either 
way, Mick ignored it, pushing past the warm bodies, searching for the one that he could firmly call his. He was 
probably leaving pouting faces and broken hearts in his wake, but he didn't care. Nothing mattered. 


A few feet away, David heard someone say Mick's name. He was close. David felt a hand on his elbow, and 


whirled to see girls crowded around him. 

‘Say, aren't you David Bowie?" One giggled, twirling a strand of hair around her finger. 

"That's my name; don't use it up." He said, still looking around the room. It wasn't a big room, he didn't see how 
he could have missed Mick All he knew was that he wouldn't find him if he had to keep talking to these girls. 
They were giggling like little ninnies. 


"You are SO funny!" They squealed. David fought to put on a polite smile. 


"You didn't happen to see Mick Jagger anywhere, did you?" He asked, still looking anywhere except at the girls. 


The one who had spoken crossed her arms under her large breasts and pouted. 


"He's so fucking rude. What do you need him for?" David had to resist the urge to punch the girl in the face. 
What fucking right did she have to make assumptions about his love? 


"Just need to speak with him a moment; pardon me." He said, cooly. David shoved past the girls, biting his lip. 
Mick had to be around somewhere. Why did they have to be the same height? 


Mick was thinking the same thing as he climbed onto the buffet table in the back of the room. The extra few 
feet was just enough height to see past the endless groupies. Mick had to smile at the thought. The rest of 


his band was probably surrounded by them, and wishing for more. They could have them. It was much easier 


to see the room from that height, and a headful of disheveled shiny blonde hair. 

David. His David was here. 

Mick leaped off the table and sprinted through the crowd, shoving away anyone who was in his path. A few 
curses were uttered in his direction, but he thought nothing of them. David caught sight of Mick causing a 
ruckus and grinned at the sight of the jubilant brunette. 


The two came to only inches away from each other before realizing that they were still in a crowded room. 


"Come with me; we need to go somewhere." Mick said, grasping David's hand and starting to pull him towards 


the door. 


"Thank the Lord. | was starting to think you'd forgotten about me." David whispered, grinning. Mick rolled his 


eyes and pulled David into the men’s room down the hall from the dressing room. 

Once the door was shut and locked behind them, the two men leaned into each other and kissed delicately. It 
had been far too long since they had done that. Months, at least. Possibly a year, by now. They had all the 
time in the world to be forceful, so for now, they could afford to be tender. 


"Word through the grapevine is that you missed me." David whispered, in between kisses. 


"Did you like it? | wrote it after our last phone call" Mick smiled at the blonde and wrapped his arms around 


David's neck, leaning into his forehead. 


"Loved it. It was like you were reading my mind. I've missed you so much, love." David pulled back a little and 


lifted Mick's loose shirt over his head. 
"You're more beautiful than | remembered" He whispered, taking in the sight of Mick's naked torso. 
"You're more blond" Mick grinned, tugging at the bottom of David's shirt. David rolled his eyes and lifted his 


arms to allow Mick to remove his shirt. Once his shirt was off and discarded on the floor, Mick shoved David 
up against the wall and pressed their lips together. 


"| need.to feel you..inside of me." David moaned between kisses. 


"Soon, love, soon" Mick growled. If they had been in their own room, Mick would be fucking David's brains out 
as they spoke. The idea of feeling David's tight ass around his cock after so long was driving him insane. 


Watching him squirm underneath him, watching him come. 


"Soon, we'll go to the hotel and catch up on things from the last ye-" Mick's words were cut off by the sound 
of one of the stall doors unlocking. The two lovebirds stared like deer in headlights as a stall door opened and 
Charlie walked out, holding a newspaper under his arm. He seemed to ignore them as he walked past them to 


wash his hands. He said nothing until he unlocked the men's room door. 
"Do whatever you want, gents. All| ask is that you don't miss the bus in the morning. Lovely to see you again, 
David." Charlie then left the room, leaving a red-faced Mick and David in silence. They stared at the door for a 


few moments before Mick shrugged. 


"Well, they were bound to find out anyway. Let's just be glad that it was only Charlie, and that he didn't catch 
us doing what | plan to do to you when we get to the hotel” David turned to meet Mick's eyes and smirked. 


"What exactly do you plan to do?" He purred. 
"You'll see..." 
Youve been blotting out my mind, 


fooling on my time. 


No, | won't miss you, baby, yeah, 


